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her.  Then  I  bare  thought  so  cinch  of  you 
and  of  the  future.  3o  often  last  night.  I 
thought  I  saw  you  and  her,  and  what  you 
ought  to  do  seemed  to  grot*  plain  to  rpe. 
Dear  Eustace,  don’t  let  anything  1  say  now 
ever  Ub  a  burden  to  you— don  t  let  it  fetter 
you  ever— but  it  is  so  strong  in  me  you  must 
let  me  say  it  alL  She  is  not  in  lore  v.  ith  you, 
Eustace — at  least,  I  think  not.  She  has 
never  thought  of  you  in  that  wpy;  but  there 
is  everything  there  which  ought  to  lead!  to 


long}  to 
lot  jet 
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CHAPTER  VIII 

A  month  after  the  first  performance  of  lov*  you  taterwt  her  deeply;  the  thought 
•‘Elvira*’  Kendal  returned  to  town  on  a  frosty  of  you  stands  to  her  as  tho  symbol  of  all  she 
December  afternoon  from  the  Surrey  lodg-  wants  to  reach ;  and  then  she  fcnows  wfcat 
in-*,  on  which  bo  had  now  established  a  per-  jou  have  been  to  all  those  who  trust -1  you. 
mlnent  hold.  Ho  mounted  to  his  room,  Sfa°  knovrs  tl“i  you  are  good  and  true.  I 
found  his  letters  lying  ready  for  him,  and  on  try  to  carry  it  farther  for  her 

,  j  t,  j  ’  take  and  yours.”  Ho  looked  up  and  wo^id 

the  top  of  them  a  U  egram  w hich  as  hu  have  spoken,  but  sho  put  her  soft  hand  ofer 
man  servant  informed  him,  h*d  arrived  about  ^  ^axt  one  moment.  Thbse 

an  hour  before  He  took  it  up  car*l«*l.v,  about  her  aro  not  thepeopto  to  miko  >or 
opened  it  and  bent  over  happy— at  any  time  if  things  went  wrong— 

anxiety.  It  was  ^  if  ®  broke  down-sho  would  bo  at  tiiir 

-Marie  is  very  HL  Do.birs  much  ahirTne^  m  Then  her  position-yoo  know  w|mt 

Can  you  come  to-night C  difficulties  it  hos-it  makes  my  heart  ayuc 

“tnpefaet.on.  Marie*1  (The  dcxtoreahirmed  1  sometline3  ^  of  it.  She  woamyl^vo 

Good  heavens!  could  he  catch  that  evening  ,  {  .  ,  k  mother  to  ly-r  lionJto 

tram?  Ho. looked  at  bis  watch,  decide!  that  ^  1  U  •  nocncrio  nar.  in.igto 

there  was  time,  and  plunged,  with  his  ser¬ 
vant's  help,  into  all  tho  necessary  prejiara- 
t  ions.  An  hour  and  a  half  later  ho  was  speed¬ 
ing  along  through  the  clear,  cool  moonlight 
to  Dover,  realizing  for  the  first  time,  as  he 
leaned  Lack  alono  in  his  compart  meat,  the  full 
meaning  of  the  news  which  had  hurried  him 
off.  AH  his  tender  affection  for  his  sister, 
and  all  hisStiflingseuseot  something  unlucky 
and  untoward  ' hi  his  own  life,  wuich  had 
been  so  strong  in  him  during  tho  past  two 
months,  combined  to  rouse  in  him  tho  black¬ 
est  fears,  the  most  hopeless  despondency. 

Mari^dcnJ— *what  would  tho  world  hold  for 
him.'  Ikoks,  thought,  ideas — were  they 
enough?  Could  a  man  live  by  them  if  all  eiso 
were  gone?  For  the  first  time  Kendal  felt  a 
doubt  which  seemed  to  shake  his  uature  to  its 
depths.  ' 

During  the  journey  his  thoughts  dwelt  in 
*  dull,  s-i-o  way  upon  the  jxisL  Uo  saw 
Mario  in  bir  childhood,  in  her  youth,  in  her 
rich  maturity.  IIo  remerobereJ  her  in  the 
echoed  room,  spending  oil  her  spare  time  over 
contrivances  of  one  kind  or  another  for  h.s 
amusement.  Ho  bad  a  vision  of  her  going 
out  with  their  mother  on  tho  night  of  her 
first  ball  and  pitying  lam  for  being  left  bo- 
hind.  Ho  saw  her  lender  face  bending  over 
tho  deathbed’  >f  their  father,  and  through  a 
hundred  incidents  and  memories’— all  beauti¬ 
ful,  all  intertwined  with  that  lovely  self  for¬ 
getfulness  which  was  characteristic  of  her, 
his  uiiud  traveled  down  to  an  evening  scarcely 
a  month  before  when  her  affection  had  once 
more  stood  a  frail,  warm  barrier  between 
him  and  tho  full  bitterness  of  a  great  renun¬ 
ciation.  Oh,  Marie!  Marie  1 

It  was  still  dark  when  ho  reached  Paris, 
and  tho  gray  winter  light  was  only  just  dawn¬ 
ing  when  ho  stopped  at  tho  door  of  his 
brother-in-law’s  houso  in  ono  of  the  new 
streets  near  tho  Champs  Elysees.  M.  do 


Paul  send;  and  if  1  coull  think  of  her  sife 
with  you— in  tlioeo  truo  hand,  of  yours.  Ou, 
you  will  try,  darling!'1  IIo  auv-vered  |cr 
huskily  and  brokenly,  laying  his  face  to  hers 
on  the  pillow. 

“I  would  do  anything  you  askod.  Cut  she 
is  so  likely  to  lovo  and  marry.  Probably 
there  is  sumo  one— already,  liow  coul  l!  it 
not  bo  with  her  beauty  and  her  fame?  Any¬ 
body  would  bo  proud  to  marry  her, 
has  such  a 

-There 
conviction 
life  has  been 
tcresL  She  staid  with  me,  1  got  t  >  kuffw 
her  to  tho  bottom.  She  would  not  have  hid¬ 
den  it.  Only  say  you  w  ill  make  one  trial 
aaA  1  should  bo  content. ” 

And  then  her  innate  respect  for  another’s 
individuality,  her  shrinking'  from  what 
might  pruvo  to  bo  tho  tyranny  of  a  dyipg 
wish,  inicrposoJ,  ami  she  checked  herstif. 
“No,  don't  promise;  I  have  no  right — no  o^ie 
has  any  right.  I  can  only  tell  you  my  fcpl- 
ing,  my  deep  sen  so  that  there  is  hope — tl|at 
there  is  nothing  against  you.  Men— g  >pd 
men-j-aro  si  often  over-timid  when  coura£o 
would  bo  best.  Be  bold,  Eustace;  res'xlct 
your  own  love;  do  not  bo  too  proud  to  sinjw 
it — to  offer  it.” 

Her  voico  died  away  into  silence,  onfly 
Eustace  still  felt  the  caressing  touch  of  the 
thin  fingei-s  clasped  round  his.  It  seemed  to 
him  us  if  the  life  still  left  in  her  were  one' 
pure  flame  of  love,  undimmed  by  any  thought 
of  self,  undisturbed  by  any  breath  of  pain. 
Oh.  this  victory  of  the  spirit  over  tho  flesh, 
of  soul  over  body,  which  humanity  achieves 
and  renews  from  day  to  day  and  from  agojto 
age.  in  all  those  nobler  and  finer  personalities 
upon  whom  the  moral  life  of  the  world  de¬ 
pends!  liow  it  burns  its  testimony  into  the 
heart  of  the  spectator!  How  it  makes  him 
I  thrnl  with  thi*  apprehension  which  lies  at  the 
root  of  all  religion— tho  apprehension  oi  ao 


Chateauvieux  was  standing  on  tho  stairs,  hjs 
smoothly  shaven,  clear  cut  f.ico  drawu  and 

haggard,  and  a  stoop  in  his  bread  shoulders  ^onJer_tbo  dlvmo  ^spicon 
which  Kendal!  h.d  never  noticed  before.  T  1 

Kendal  .-prung  up  tho  steps  and  wrung  his  That  we  are  greater  pan  we  know : 

hands.  M  do  Chateauvieux  shook  his  head  ]  How  it  impress.*  itself  upon  us  as  the  only 
miracle  which  will  bear  our  leaning  upqn. 
and  stand  the  strain  of  human  questiouirfgl 
It  *?vas  borne  in  uj»on  Eustace,  as  ho 


almost.^  ith  a  groan,  ia  answer  to  the  broth-  , 
i-r's  inquiry  PC  eye  and  lip,  and  led  tho  way  1 
upstairs  into  the  forsaken  salon,  which  looked 
as-vmpty  and  comfort less  as  thou^i  its  mis¬ 
tress  bad  been  gone  from  it  years  iBteail  of 
ilays.-  Arrived  there,  tbo  two  men  standing 
opjiosito  t  >  each  other  in  the  streak  of  dull 
light  made  by  the  hasty  withdrawal  of  a 
curtain,  Paul  said,  speaking  in  a  whisper,  | 
with  dry  lips: 

“There  is  noj  hope-the  gain  is  gone,  you  | 
would  think  sl«  was  better,  bit  tho  doctors 
say  she  w  ill  ju*  lie  there  as  she  is  lying  now 

— till— the  end.  ”  *  I  w  luullu  ^  ^ 

Kendal  staggered  over  to  a  chair  arjl  tried  and'mwbameally  hsrenin"  to  thoT 


tor  realize  wha;.  he  had  beard,  but  it  was 
possible,  although  his  journey  bad  Seemed  to 
bun  one  long  preparation  for  tho  worst. 
-What  is  it— l  ow  did  it  happen?"  he  o&ko-i. 

“Internal  vhilL  She  was  only  taken  ill 
tbe  day  before  yoterday,  and  the  pum  was 
frightful  till  yesterday  afternoon,  then  it 
.  subsided,  and  I  thought  sho  was  better— she 
herself  was  taaabeerfiil  and  so  thankful  for 
lit*  vet.et — tint  ttluAi  the  two  doctors  cauio  in 
again  it  was  to  tell  me  that  tho  disapj>ear- 
ttiico  of  the  pain  meant  only  the  worst — 
meant  that  nothing  more  can  he  done — she 
may  go  at  any  moment.  ” 

There  was  a  silence.  M.  do  Chateauvieux 
polked  up  and  down  with  the  noisek-s  step 
which  even  a  (few  hours  of  sickness  develop 
in  the  watcher,  till  he  came  and  stood  before 
lus  brother  in  law,  saying,  in  the  same  pain- 
**ful  wh.sner.  “You  must  have  some  food, 
then  I  wi.l  tell  her  3*ou  are  here.” 

"N  >.  no;  1  want  no  food— any  time  will  do 
f  r  that.  D  >es  she  expect  me?” 

“Yes;  you  won't  wait?  Then  come.”  IIo 
led  the  way  actress  a  httlo  ante  room,  lifted  a 
curta.fi  and  knocked.  The  nurse  came,  there 
1MB 

s  of  tile  most 


bowed  beside  his  dying  sister,  that 
through  this  fragile  body  and  this  failing 
breath  tho  Eternal  Min  i  was  speak 
iug,  and  that  in  Marie's  lovo  the  Eter¬ 
nal  Lovo  was  taking  voice.  IIo  said  so  to 
her  brokenly,  and  her  sweet  eyes  smiled  back 
upon  him  a  divine  answer  of  jier  and  faitjh. 

Then  she  called  faintly.  “Paul!”  Tbe  dis¬ 
tant  figure  came  back;  and  sho  laid  her  heftd 
upon  her  huslmnd's  breast,  while  Eustace  was 
gently  drawn  away  by  the  nurse.  Preseutjly 
he  found  himself  mechanically  taking  food 
voiced 

talk  of  the  kindly,  white  capped  woman  who 
was  attend. ng  to  him.  Every  fact,  eve  tv 
impression,  was  misery — Ihcso  details  so  un¬ 
expected,  so  irrevocable,  so  charged  with 
terrible  meaning,  which  tho  nurse  was  po-^r- 
ing  out  upou  him — that  presence  in  the 
neighbor  ng  room  of  w  hich  his  every  nerve 
was  conscious — and  in  front  of  him,  looking 
like  a  frowning  barrier  shutting  off  tho  view 
or  the  ruturo,  tho  advancing  horror  ot  death  t 
Yesterday,  a;  the  same  time,  he  had  b-‘«u 
walking  along  the  saudy  Surrey  roads,  dc- 
liglrtiug  in  the  last  autumn  harmonies  of 
color,  and  coils*  lous  of  the  dawn  of  a  period 
of  rest  after  a  period  <>4  conflict,  of  tho 
growth  within  him;  of  a  temper  of  quiet  and 
rational  resignation  to  tho  conditions  of  liie  i 
and  of  his  own  individual  lot,  over  the  ! 
development  of  which  the  more  fact  of 
his  sister's  existence  had  exercised  a  strong 
and  steadying  influence.  Life,  ho  had  par-  | 
suadod  himself,  was  for  him  more  than  tolqr- 
able,  even  without  lovo  aud  marriage.  *Tfco  j 
world  of  thought  was  warm  and  hospitable  I 
to  him;  he  moved  at  Ase  within  its  friendly 
,  _  ,  ..  familiar  limits;  and  in  tho  world  of  personal  1 

t:I.*  parley,  »id  I  aul  went  in,  while  relations  ono  heart  was  safely  his,  the  syqi-  | 
La>: ..  « aited  outside,  conscious  of  tuc  most  p^..  anJ  tru,t  aIlJ  tenderness  of  one  liut'nan 

sti-a:.,.  y  trivial  things,  of  the  tiassers  by  in  &,al  woajd  never  fail  him  at  his  need.  Aad 
tbestiv-x.,  of  (i  wrangle  between  two  gamma  now  this  List  tender  bond  was  to  bo  broken 
on  the  pavement  opposite,  of  the  misplace-  Wlth  a  rou.bt  ia,r0iitblj  suddenness.  The 
mon:  ot  rertajii  volumes  in  the  boo*  case  bo  woman  ho  loved  with  passion  would  never  be 
s  le  Lmi.  tul  llie  door  opened  again  and  M.  hls.  for  not  evon  noWi  fresh  from  co:itact 
do  L  nateauv  icux  drew  him  in  with  his  sister’s  dying  hope,  could  ho  raise 

He  stepped  over  the  threshold,  his  whole  himself  to  any  flattering  vision  of  tho  futurp;  , 
U...g  wrought  up  to  ho  knew  not  what  and  tbe  woman  ho  loved,  with  that  inti  mare 
solemn  pag.-atit  of  death  aud  parting,  and  tenacity  or  affection  winch  is  the  poetry  hf 
tho  reah  y  wifhin  startle.1  him.  Tho  room  kinship,  was  to  bo  taken  from  him  bv  this 
wa.ll  frosty  De- 

comber  sun  was  struggling  through  the  fog, 
the  curtai  .s  had  just  i<een  drawu  back,  and 
tho  wi.u i  v  reliance  rested  ou  the  polished 
brass  of  the  h»'d.  on  the  bright  surfaces  of 
wood  and  glass  with  which  tho  room  was 

full,  on  the  little  tray  of  tea  things  which  tho  __  _  _ 

nurse  l ,  1 1.  .-u*l  on  h.s  sister  s  faceof  greeting  > comrared  to  theirs? 
os  she  lay  l  ack  smiling  among  her  pillows.  \V non  bo  softly  returned  int  v  tbo  nxvm  be 

There  was  >ucu  a  cheerful  homo  (leaee  and  found. Mario  lying  as  though  asleep  ujion  htr 
brightness  m  tho  whole  scene — in  tho  crack-  husband's  arm.  It  seemed  to  him  that  suite 
ling  woo  l  fire,  in  tho  s{iarklo  of  the  tea  ho  had  loft  her  there  hail  l»een  a  change.  Tho 
things  and  the  fragtauce  of  tho  tea,  and  m  face  was  more  drawn,  the  look  of  exhaustion 
the  fresh  white  surroundings  of  the  invalid ;  more  defluevh  Paul  sat  beside  her,  his  eves 
it  »<emed  to  him  incredible  that  under  all  riveted  upon  her.  lie  scarcely  seemed  to  no- 
this  familiar  household  detail  there  should  tico  bis  brother-in-law's  entrauco;  it  was  as  J 
to  lying  in  wait  that  last  awful  expeneuco  though  ho  were  rapidly  losing  consciousness.' 

of  ever}’  fact  but  one ;  and  never  bad  Kcmljil  4 

•irki*!!  in  1 


by  tbi: 

cruel  wastefulness  of  prematuro  death.  Coujd 
any  man  bo  m  >ro  alono  t  han  ho  w  ould  bf  ? 
And  then  suddenly  a  consciousnpas  fell  u:Ma  ■ 
him  which  made  him  ashamed.  In  tile  I 
neighboring  room  his  ear  was  caught  now 
and  then  by  an  almost  imperceptible  murmur  1 
Lof  voices.  What  was  his  loss,  his  agouir. 


Of  dofttk  ,  uicicii  iKi>  vui.  uw,  iiuubi-h  i  iuuaniu|ii> 

alario  kisseil  him,  with  grateful, ^ffectioii-  seen  any  countenance  so  grief  stricken,  to 
ate  words,  sjuiken  almost  ui  her  usual  voice,  pinched  with  longing.  But  Mario  heard  the 
an  l ue:i.  as  he  sat  Us.de  her.  holding  her  familiar  step.  She  made  a  faint  rtiovemcht 
hands,  she  noticed  that  ho  looked  pale  and  with  her  hand  toward  him,  and  he  resum 


his  old  i^osr.ion.  his  head  bowed  upon  thobetL 
g.  hardly 

moviug,  lute rc hanging  at  long  intervals; 


And  so  they  sat  through  the  morning.  1 


few  words— thoso  sad,  sacred  words  whit; 
well  from  tho  heart  ia  tho  supremo  moments 
of  existence — words  which,  in  the  caso  Of 
such  natures  as  Marie  do  Chateauvieux.  rep¬ 
resent  the  intimate  truths  and  fundament*1 
ideas  of  the  life  that  has  pine  before.  There 
was  nothing  to  hide,  nothing  to  regret.  A 
few  kindly  messages,  a  few  womanly  com¬ 
missions,  and  every  now  and  then  a  few 
words  to  her  husband,  as  simple  as  the  resit, 
but  pregnant  with  the  deepest  thoughts  and 
touching  tho  vastest  problems  of  humanityj- 
this  was  all.  Mine  was  dying  ai  she  had 
lived— bravelv,  tenderlv,  smiplv. 

'  1 


// 


'  Has  ho  hail  some  breakfast,  Paul?  Ob, 
poor  Eustace,  after  that  Ions  journey  I  Nurse, 
let  bini  have  tnv  cup.  there  is  some  tea  left; 
let  me  *v  you  drink  it.  dear;  it's  s,>  pleasant 

ju»;  to  Un.'k  after  \oq  once  more.” 

Ho  drank  it  mechanica.lv,  sho  watching 
him  with  lier  loviug  eves,  while  she  took  ono 
baud  from  him  and  slipped  it  iuto  that  cf 
her  husband  as  he  sat  beside  her  on  tho  lied. 

Her  touch  seemed  to  have  moaning  in  it,  for 
Paul  ri<so  presently  and  went  to  tho  far  end 
of  the  large  room;  the  nurse  carried  away 
the  tea  t!u#gs,  and  tho  brother  and  sister 
wore  practically  aione. 

"DearJ  Eustace,”  she  began,  after  a  few 
pathetic  moments  of,  silence,  in  which  lx>fc 
and  gesture  tv>dfc  the  place  of  speech,  "1  have 
so  longed  t  «  see  you.  It  seemed  to  me  in  that 
awful  pum  that  1  must  die  before  I  could 
gather  my  thoughts  together  once  more,  be¬ 
fore  I  could  got  free  enough  from  my  own 
wretched  seif  to  say  to  my  two  dear  ones  all 
I  wuiie.l  t  *  say.  But  now  it  is  all  gone,  aud 
-1  »*n  so  thankful  for  this  mqment  of  jVace. 

1  made  Dr  I\v  L'bcvaatMS  tell  mo  the  whole 
truth.  Paul  and  1  have  always  prom.sed 
ono  nnotiicf  that  there  should  never  bo  any 
coDcva  mei*  detween  us  when  either  of  hs 
vTSCio  to  d.i\  and  1  thiqk  1  shall  have  a  few 
more  hou  .  » lth^ini.” 

She  was  S.lent  wattle;  the  voice  had  all  its 
usual  intoqklious,  but  it  was  low  an,l  weak, 
and  it  necessary  lor  her  from  time  to 
time  to  g  ithcr.sach  strength  as  might  enable 
her  to  maintain  tho  cairn  of  bvr  manner. 

Eustace.  14  Uwildnwl  miser}*,  bad  hi  idea 
his  face  ujion  her  liauds.  which  wore  1  asped 
m  hi-,  and  every  u>w  and  then  she  f.  ,t  ihe 
prcwvare  v  j  L.s  L;«  u-v'-.t  her  fingvrv, 

"Tiiere  ^re  many  things  I  want  tossy  to 
you.’-  she  went  on.  “I  wui  try  to  remember 
them  in  order  Will  you  stay  with  l’uul  a 
few  days— after?  Will  you  always  remeiulwr 
to  bw  gmxl  to  bun?  1  kiw.w  you  wdL  Mv  ^ 

poor  Paul— oh!  if  1  hpd  but  given  you  a  Iforte  teas  dyimg  as  sA«  had  lived. 

_  , .  ,  Preseatlv  thoT  reused  her  to  take  son 

TU*  pass.on  of  her  low  cry  thrilled  Eustace’s  nourishment,  which  she  ewallowad  w  ,th  d- 
5SI*  *  ^  “W  03  Acuity.  It  gave  bor  a  momentary  strength. 

“Unaiur  will  come  to  him  very  likely-  .  I"."*-****?  falnt!r-> 

O.MMjduur.  W.W..JfL,22L1  ^  J! 

forget.  I  sbouhl  have  gooe— but  tor  th^  h 


3 


1  tetu>  pleasure  in 


is  too  much  for  her— that  life.  It  will  break 
her  down.  You  can  save  her  and  cherish 
"her— you  will  It  seems  as  if  I  saw  you— to- 
4jjether!” 

*  Then  her  eyes  fell  and  she  seemed  to  sleep 
—gently  wandering  now  and  then,  and  men¬ 
tioning  in  her  dream  names  and  places  which 
made  the  reality  before  them  more  and  more 
terrible  to  the  two  hashed  listeners,  so  differ¬ 
ent  were  the  associations  they  called  up. 
Was  this  white  nerveless  form,  from  which 
mind  and  breath  were  gently  ebbing  away, 
all  that  fate  had  grudgingly  left  to  them,  for 
a  few  more  agonized  moments,  of  the  bril¬ 
liant,  high  bred  woman  who  had  been  but 
yesterday  tho  center  of  an  almost  European 
network  of  friendships  and  interests?  Love, 
loss,  death — oh,  how  unalterable  is  this  es¬ 
sential  content  of  life,  embroider  it  and  adorn 
it  as  wo  may! 

Kendal  bad  been  startled  by  her  words 
about  lsabei  Bretherton.  He  Lad  not  heard 
of  any  illness;  it  could  hardly  be  serious,  for 
lie  vaguely  remembered  ttat  in  tho  news¬ 
papers  he  had  tried  to  reisl  on  the  journey 
his  eyo  bad  caught  the  f  smliar  advertise¬ 
ment  of  Tho  Caliiope.  It  must  have  hap 
pened  while  lie  wa3  in  Surrey.  He  vaguely 
(  speculated  about  it  now  and  then  as  ho  sat 

watching  through  the  afternoon.  But  noth 
ing  seemed  t  >  matter  very  much  to  him— 
nothiug  hut  Marie  and  the  slow  oncoming  of 
I  death. 

!  At  last  when  tha  wintry  light  was  fading, 
when  the  lumps  were  being  lit  outside,  and 
the  hustle  of  the  street  seemed  to  penetrate 
in  little  intermittent  waves  of  souno  into  the 
j  deep  quiet  of  the  room,  Marie  raised  her¬ 
self  and.  witn  a  fluttering  sigh,  withdrew  her 
1  hand  softly,  from  her  brother,  and  laid  her 
arm  round  her  husband's  neck.  He  stooped 
to  her—  kissjed  the  sweet  lips  and  the  face  on 
which  the  lines  of  middle  age  had  hardly 
J  settled— caifight  a  wild  alarm  from  her  utter 
|  silence,  called  the  uurse  and  Kendal,  and  all 
was  over.  _ 

V  CHAPTER  IX 

The  morning  of  Marie's  funeral  was  sunny, 
but  bitterly  cold;  it  was  ono  of  those  days 
when  autumn  finally  pusses  into  winter  and 
I  the  last  memory  of  tho  summer  warmth  van- 
I  ishes  from  the  air.  It  had  been  tho  saddest, 

1  dreariest  laying  to  rest  Tbe  widowed  sister, 
of  whom  Marie  had  spoken  in  her  last  hours, 
had  been  unable  to  come,  and  tho  two  men 
■  had  gopo  through  it  all  alone,  helped  only  by 
the  tearful,  impulsive  sympathy  and  the  prac- 
I  tical  cuergy  of  tho  maid  who  had  been  with 
*  Marie  ever  sinco  her  marriage,  and  was  as 
I  yet  hardly  capablo  of  rcahziug  her  mistress’ 
death. 

I  It  was  she  who,  while  they  were  away,  had 
done  her  best  to  throw  a  httlo  nir  of  comfort 
over  the  forsaken  salon.  Sho  had  kindled 
the  fire,  watered  the  plants  and  thrown  open 
the  windows  to  thesunshiue,  finding  in  her  toil 
aud  movement  some  litfclo  relief  from  her  own 
heartache  and  oppression.  When  Paul  eame 
back,  and  with  numb,  trembling  fingers  had 
stripped  himself  of  his  scarf  and  his  great¬ 
coat,  he  .stepped  over  tho  threshold  into  th« 
salon  and  it  seemed  to  him  os  though  tho  sun¬ 
light  and  the  open  windows  aud  the  crackling 
bluzo  of  tho  fire  dealt  him  a  sudden  blow. 
Ho  walked  up  to  the  windows,  and  shudder¬ 
ing,  drew  them  down  and  closed  tbe  blinds, 
Felicia  watching  him  anxiously  from  the 
landing  through  the  half  ojien  door.  Then 
he  badythrown  himself  into  a  chair;  and 
Kendal,  owning  softly  up  stairs  after  him, 
had  gently  closed  tho  door  from  the  outside, 
said  a  kind  word  to  Felicie,  and  himseif 
slipped  noiselessly  down  again  and  out  into 
tho  Champs  Elysees.  There  be  bad  paced  up 
and  dT>wn  for  an  hour  or  more  uuder  tbe 
trees,  from  which  a  few  frosty  leaves  were 
still  hanging  in  tho  December  air. 

Ho  himseif  had  been  so  stunned  and  be¬ 
wildered  by  tbo  loss  which  had  fallen  upon 
him,  that,  when  ho  found  himself  alone  and 
out  of  doors  again,  he  was  for  a  while 
scarcely  able  to  think  consecutively  about  it 
Ho  walked  along  conscious  for  somo  time  of 
nothing  but  a  sort  of  dumb  physical  con¬ 
geniality  in  tbe  sunshine,  in  the  clear  blue 
and  white  of  tho  sky,  in  the  cheerful  distinct¬ 
ness  and  sharpness  of  every  outline.  And 
then,  littlo  by  littie,  the  cheated  grief  reas¬ 
serted  itself,  tho  numbed  senses  woke  iuto 
painful  life,  auJ  he  fell  into  Urokon  m usings 
ou  the  |nui,  01  into  a  bitter  wuuiler  over  tne 
precarious  tenure  by  which  men  hold  those 
good  things  whereon,  so  Jong  as  they  aro  still 
the.r  own,  they  aro  so  quick  to  rear  an  edifice 
of  optimist  philosophy.  A  week  before,  his 
sister’s  affection  had  been  to  him  tho  one  suffi¬ 
cient  screen  betweeii  his  own  consciousness 
aud  the  desolate  threatening  immensities  of 
thought  and  of  existence.  Tho  screen  had 
fallen,  aud  tho  darkness  seemed  to  ba  rush¬ 
ing  in  upon  him.  And  still,  life  hod  to  be 
lived,  work  to  bo  gofc  through,  duties  to  be 
faced.  How  is  it  done?  ho  kept  vaguely  won¬ 
dering.  How  is  it  that"  men  live  on  to  old 
ago  aud  seo  bond  after  bond  broken,  and  pos¬ 
session  after  possession  swept  away,  and  stiU 
find  tho  years  toldrablo  and  the  sun  pleasant, 
still  cherish  in  themselves  that  inexhaustible 
faith  iu  an  ideal  something  which  supplies 
from  century  to  century  the  invincible  mo¬ 
tive  power  of  tho  race? 

Presently— by  virtue  of  long  critical  and 
philosophical  habit— bis  mind  brought  itself 
to  l>ear  more  and  more  steadily  upon  his  own 
position;  ho  stepped  back,  as  it  were,  from 
himself  and  became  his  own  spectator.  Tbo 
introspective  temper  was  not  common  with 
him;  liis  mind  was  naturally  turned  outward 
—towards  other  people,  towards  books,  to¬ 
ward  intellectual  interests.  But  self  study 
bod  had  its  charm  for  him  of  late,  and, 
among  other  things,  it  was  now  plain  to  him 
that  up  to  the  moment  of  his  liyst  meeting 
with  Isabel  Bretherton  bis  life  bad  been 
mostly  that  of  an  onlooker— a  bystander. 
Society,  old  and  new*  men  and  womeu  of  the 
past  aud  of  tho  present,  tho  speculative 
achievements  of  either  times  and  of  his  own— 
these  had  constituted  a  sort  of  vast  ^rama 
before  his  eyes,  which  he  had  watebed  and  1 
studied  with  an  ever  living  curiosity.  But  I 
his  interest  in  bis  particular  rolo  had  been  ' 
comparatively  weak,  aud  in  analyzing  other  | 
.  individualities  ho  had  run  some  risk  of  losing  1 
his  own. 

Then  love  came  by,  and  the  half  dormant 
personality  within  linn  had  been  seized  upon  | 
and  roused,  little  by  little,  into  a  glowing, 
although  a  repressed  and  hiddeu  energy.  He  I 
had  learned  in  his  own  person  what  it  means  I 
toicrave,  to  thirst,  to  want.  And  now,  grief  j 
had  followed  aud  had  pinned  him  more  | 
closely  than  ever  to  his  speciai  little  part  in  I 
the  human  spectacle.  The  old  loftiness,  the 
old  placidity  of  mood,  were  gone.  He  had 
loved,  and  hist,  and  despaired  Beside  those  j 
great  experiences  how  trivial  and  evanescent  1 
seemed  all  the  interest  of  the  life  that  went  ( 
before  them!  He  looked  back  over  his  inter-  J 
course  with  Isabel  Bretherton,  and  the  points  1 
upon  which  it  bad  turned  seemed  so  remote  , 
from  him.  so  insignificant,  that  for  the  mo-  1 
ment  ho  could  hardly  realize  them.  The  ar¬ 
tistic  and  sstbetic  questions  which  bad 
seemed  to  him  so  vital  six  months  be¬ 
fore  had  faded  almost  out  of  view  in  the 
fierce  neighborhood  of  sorrow  and  passion. 
His  first  relation  to  her  had  oeen  that  *  one 
who  knows  to  one  who  is  ignorant;  but  that 
puny  link  bad  dropped,  and  ho  was  going  to 
mevt  her  now,  fresh  from  the  presence  of 
death,  loving  her  as  a  man  loves  a  -woman, 
and  claiming  from  her  nothing  but  pity  for 
his  grief,  balm  for  liis  wound— the  answer  of 
human  tenderness  to  human  need. 

How  strange  and  sad  that  sho  should  be 
sull  iu  ignorance  of  his  loss  and  hers!  In  the 
early  morning  after  Marie's  death,  when  he 
woke  up  from  a  few  heavy  hours  of  shop,  his 
mind  had  been  full  of  her.  How  was  the 
new?  to  be  broken  to  her?  He  himself  did 
no:  feci  that  ho  could  leave  his  brother-in- 
law.  There  was  a  strong  regard  and  sym¬ 
pathy  between  them;  aad  his  presence  m  the 
b  use  of  mourning  would  undoubtedly  be 
isiiu;  to  1'aul  for  a  while;  besides,  there 
were  Marie's  words,  -W\d  you  stay  with  him 
a  few  days— after?”  which  were  binding  on 
him.  He  must  write,  then;  but  it  was  only  to 
be  hoped  that  no  newspaper  would  bring  her 
tho  news  before  his  letter  could  reach. 

However,  as  tbe  day  wore  on,  Haul  came 
n  use'.esil;  out  of  the  quiet  room  where  the 
whit*  shrouded  form' seemed  still  to  spread  a 
tender  presence  round  it,  and  said  to 
frith  diy,  piteous  lips: 

“I  La\ e  remembered  Miss  Bretherton;  you 
must  go  to  her  to-morrow,  after  —  the 
funeral  ’ 

“!  can't  bear  the  thought  of  learmg 
said  Kendal,  laying,  a  brotherly  Laud  ou  his 

Moulder. 

“Let  mo  write  today." 

Paul  shook  h  s  head.  “She  has  l«*n  m. 
Any  way.  it  will  bo  a  great  shock,  but  if  you 
go  it  aiUJje  better.” 

Kendal  rested  a  little  more,  but  it  seemed 


as  if  Marie's  motherly  carefulness  over  tbe 
bright  creature  who  had  charmed  her  had 
passed  into  PanL  He  was  saying  what  Marie 
would  have  said,  taking  thought  as  she  would 
have  taken  it  for  on*  she  loved,  and  it  was 
settled  as  he  wished. 

When  his  long  paring  in  the  Champe 
Elysees  was  over  Kendal  went  back  to  find 
Paul  busy  with  his  wife’s  letters  and  trinkets, 
turning  them  over  with  a  look  of  shivering 
forlornness,  as  though  the  thought  of  tbe  un- 
companioned  lifetime  to  come  were  already 
closing  upon  him  like  some  deadly  chill  in 
the  air.  Beside  him  lay  two  miniature  cases 
open ,  one  of  them  was  the  case  which  Eustace 
had  received  from  his  sister's  hand  on  the 
afternoon  before  her  death,  and  both  of  them 
contained  identical  portraits  of  Mane  in  her 
first  brilliant  womanhood. 

“Do  you  remember  them?”  Pau1  said  in  his 
husky  voice,  pointing  them  out  to  him. 
“They  were  done  when  you  were  /at  college 
and  she  was  23.  Your  mother  had’two  taken 
—one  for  herself  and  one  for  your  old  Aunt 
;  Marion.  Y«>ur  mother  left  me  hers  when 
she  died,  and  your  aunt's  copy  oT  it  came 
back  to  us  last  year.  Tell  Miss  Bretherton 
'  its  history.  She  will  prize  it.  It  is  the  best 
I  picture  still.” 

Kendal  made  a  sign  of  assent  and  took  the 
case.  Paul  rose  and  stood  beside  him,  me¬ 
chanically  spreading  out  his  hands  to  the 


sent  tne  to  you  at  once,  that  you  should  Dot 
hear  in  any  other  way.  But  it  must  be  a 


.—for  you  loved  her.? 

)  cried,  interrupting  him,  speak- 
gasping  words,  and  answering 
^  his  wonls  as  his  look.  “She  is 
1  in  danger— something  has  hap- 

intnmonod  on  Wednesday,”  said 
ipless,  after  all,  in  tho  grip  of  the 
1  would  not  be  managed  or  con- 


shock  to 
“Oh! 
ing  in  si 
not  to  mi 
ill— she 
pened  f’ 

“I  was 
KemhH. 
truth,  wl 
trolled.  \ 

“When  (got  there  sbe  had  been  two  days 
ill,  and  th«v  was  no  hope.” 

He  paused  her  eyes  of  agonized  question¬ 
ing  implored  him  to  go  on.  “1  was  with  her 
ter  I  cam©  she  had  no  pain — it 
ieeful,  and— she  died  iu  tbe  even- 


six  hours- 
was  quite 

ing. 

Sbe  hat 
every  vi 
Up;  when 


•  been  watching  him  open  eyed, 

.  of  color  fading  from  cheek  aud 

( _  stopped,  sho  gave  a  little  cry. 

Ho  let  go  lirr  hand,  and  she  sunk  into  a  chair 
near,  so  white  and  breathless  that  ho  was 
alarmed.  [ 

“Shall  Act  you  water?”. bo  asked  after  a 
moment  opt  wo,  bending  ofer  her. 

“No. "  shp  whiskered  with  difficulty;  “let 
me  aioue-iist  for  a  rainuta” 

He  lef;  her  side  and>s:ood'  leaning  against 
tbe  mantjpiece.  waiting  anxiously.  She 
struggled^guiast  tho  physical  oppression 
which  badreizcd  upon  her. and  fought  it  down 
bravely.  But  ho  noticed  with  a  pang,  now 
that  the  fush  was  gone*,  that  sho  looked 
fragile  an4  worn,  and,  as  his  thought  went 
back  for  a  moment  to  tho  Surrey  Sunday 
nml  her  young  rounded  beauty  among  tbe 
spring  greeu .  be  could  have  cried  out  iu  use¬ 
less  rcbelli#i  against  the  unyielding  physical 
conditionin' Inch  press  upon  aud  imprison 
tho  flame  of  life. 

At  last  tbo  faintness  passed  off.  and  she  sat 
up,  ncr  hafds  clasped,  round  her  Laces,  and. 
tne  tears  1 
grief  wa 
pressive.  1 

“Will  yon  tell  mo  more  about  it?  Oh,  I 


I  felt  it  impossible  you  should  st«x>p  from 
your  height  to  love  me,  to  y u  Id  your  bright 
seif  to  mo,  to  give  me  heart  for  heart.  So  I 
went  away  that  1  might  not  trouble  you. 
Aud  then”— his  voice  sunk  lower  still— “came 
the  summons  to  Paris,  and  Marie  on  her 
doatubed  tried  to  make  me  hope.  Aud  just 
now  your  juty  drew  the  heart  out  of  iu\  Ill's. 
Let  tiic  hear  you  forgive  tne. ' 

Every  word  Imd  reached  its  mark.  She 
had  realized  at  last  something  of  the  depth, 
the  tenacity,  tlje  rich,  illimitable  promisd  of 
tbo  passion  n  b.oh  fcbo  bad  roused.  Tbo  ton- 
denies*  <f  Marie  seemed  to  encompass  them, 
anti  a  sacred,  pathetic  sense  of  her  death  and 
loss  drew  them  together.  Her  resj'cvt,  her 
reverence,  btr  interest  had  been  yielded  long 
ago;  did  this  troubled  yearning  within  mean 
something  more,  something  infinitely  greater? 

fehe  raised  herscif  suddenly,  and.  as  he 
knelt  beside  her,  be  felt  her  warm  breath  on 
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an! 


g  fast  over  her  cheeks.  Her 
like  herself— frank,  simple,  ex- 


cannot  bell 
when  I  wa» 
I  have  just  I 
letter.  1  f< 
was  like  as 
codld  havo'l 
“You  w* 
tho  last,”fl 


fire. 

“To-morrow,  as  soon  as  you  are  gone,  I 
shall  go  off  to  Italy.  There  are  some  little 
places  in  the  south  neqr  Names  that  she  was 
very  fond  of.  I  shall  stay  about  there  for  a 
while.  As  soon  os  1  feel  I  can,  1  shall  come 
back  to  the  senate  and  my  work.  It  is  tbe 
only  thing  left  me— she  was  so  keen  about  it.” 

His  voice  sunk  into  a  whisper,  and  a  long 
silence  fell  upon  them.  Women  in  moments 
of  sorrow  have  the  outlet  of  tears  and  ca¬ 
resses;  men’s  great  refuge  is  silence;  but  the 
silence  may  be  charged  with  sympathy  and 
the  comfort  of  u  shared  grief.  It  was*- in 
this  case. 

Tho  afternoon  light  was  fading,  and  Ken-^ 
dal  was  about  to  rise  and  make  some  neces¬ 
sary  preparations  for  his  journey,  when  Paul 
detaiued  him,  looking  up  at  him  with  sunken 
eyes  which  seemed  to  carry  in  them  all  the 
history  of  the  two  nights  just  past.  “Will 
you  ever. ask  her  what  Marie  wished?”  The 
tone  wai  the  even  and  passionless  tone  of  one 
who  for  the  moment  feels  none  of  the  ordi¬ 
nary  embarrassments  of  intercourse;  Kendal 
met  it  with  tbe  same  directness. 

“Some  day  1  shall  ask  her,  or  at  least  I 
shall  let  her  know;  but  it  will  bo  no  use." 

Paul  shook  his  head,  but  whether  in  protest 
or  agreement  Kendal  could  hardly*  tell.  Then 
he  went  back  to  his  task  of  sorting  the  letters, 
and  let  the  matter  drop.  It  seemed  as  if  ho 
were  scarcely  capable  of  taking  mi  interest 
in  it  for  its  own  sake,  but  simply  as  a  wish,  a 
charge  of  Marie. 

Kendal  parted  from  him  in  the  evening 
with  an  aching  heart,  and  was  haunted  for 
hours  by  the  memory  of  the  desolate  figure 
returning  6lowly  into  the  empty  house,  aud 
by  a  sharp  prevision  of  all  tho  lonely  nights 
aud  tho  uncomforted  morrows  which  lay  be¬ 
fore  tho  stricken  man. 

But,  ns  Paris  receded  further  and  f  urther 
behind  him,  and  the  sea  drew  nearer.  And  the 
shores  of  the  country  which  held  Isabel 
Bretherton,  it  was  but  natural  that  even  the 
grip  upon  him  of  this  terrible  and  startling 
calamity  should  relax  a  little,  and  that  he 
should  realize  himself  as  a  man  seeking  tho 
arp-red  woman,  his  veins  still  beating  with 
Che  currents  of  youth  and  the  great  unguessed 
future  still  before  him.  He  bad  left  Mario  in 
the  grave,  and  his  fife  would  bear  the  scar  of 
that  loss  forever.  But  Isabel  Bretherton  was 
st.ll  among  the  liying,  the  warm,  the  beauti¬ 
ful,  and  every  mile  brought  him  nearer  to 
the  electric  joy  of  her  presence.  Ho  took  a 
sad  strange  pleasure  in  making  the  cc  •  ‘rust 
between  the  one  picture  and  tl  cth-  as 
vivid  as  possible.  Death  and  sil  .1  -a  tne  he-  i'd  rell  ion  with  him  and  this  now  sol- 
one  side — oh,  how  true  and  how  rn  p-imbk-l  .  a  *ri  nee  rushiug  iu  upon  her  filled  her 

But  on  the  other,  be  farced  on  I.  r-iagi.'.a  1  •  in  >ti  n.  Tho  memory  of  tho  Nime’aa.n 

tion  till  it  drew  for  him  an  ima;  '  u  youth  ‘Liv  v-akji  pin  in  her— of  tho  shock  between 

and  beauty  so  glowing  that  it  alir  vxp  .rate  I  j  cir  iu  iguiul  his,  of  her  overwhelming 

tho  sting  out  of  his  grief.  7!io  English  ^  -  i-  e  of  .bo  intellectual  difference  between 
paper  which  ho  succeeded  in  gett;  ;gacC:uais  them  1  B»e:i  of  the  thnU  whiehUisvcr- 
contained  the  announcement:  “Mi  >s  I.rctLer-  ui.'  upuuKlvito”  had  stirred  ia  her.  Tho 
ton  has,  we  are  glad  to  say,  completely  re-  nluci-ia  which  sho  hod  regarded  as  a  mere 
covered  from  the  effects  of  the  Liiutitg  fit  1  ju  llcx'tuajiuid  friendly  one,  but  which  had 
wbioii  m  mnrh  nUrmoj  tho  aud  :  '<  i  at  tta  1  be*'  .  iare*e  real  and  important  to  her  than 

Cailiopo  last  week.  She  was  a  >  .  ri-in  uv  hyeir  had  aver  guessed,  stvined  to 
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TAN  HORN'S 


AMOS  H. 

PfilCES  DURING  THE  DULL  SEASON 

PARLOR  SUITS. 


50  Parlor  Suita,  regular  price  $50. 
50  Parlor  Suits,  regular  price  $05. 
50  Parlor  Suita,  regular  price  $100, 


\ 

\  -j  Walnut 
25  Walnut 


BEDROOM  SUITS. 


25'  Walnut  Ikslroom  Suits,  marble  top. 


•eg  price  $50. 


pro  it!  Why,  only  lost  week, 
ill  she  talked  of  coming  to  me! 
been  writing  to  her — there  is  my 
}cl  as  if  1  could  not  bear  it;  she 
lothcr  to  kne  in  Pans.  Oh,  if  I 
ice:i  her!” 

re  one  of  jhei*  chief  thoughts  at 
lid  Kendal,  much  moved.  Aud 
ho  went  oa  to  tell  her  tho  story  of  Marie's 
dying  hours,  describing  that  gcntla  with-  1 
drawal  from  ltfo  with  a  manly  tenderness  of 
feeling  and  n  quick  memory  for  all  that 
coifld  soften  tho  impression  of  it  to  tho  lis¬ 
tener.  And  then  ho  brought  out  tho  minia¬ 
ture  and  gave  it  to  bier,  and  sho  accepted  it 
with  a  frofli  Lupst  of  sorrow,  puttiug  it  to 
her  lips,  studying  it,  and  weeping  over  it  j 
with  an  atoluto  spontaneity  aud  self  aban¬ 
donment,  which  was  lovely  because  it  was  so 
true.  1 

“Oh,  pofl|p  M.  de  Chateauvieux!”  sho  cr  ied, 
after  a  Km*  pause,  looping  up  t  >  him  “How 
wil/  ho  Jiva  without  her?  He  will  feel  himself 
so  forsake*” 

“Yes,"  ski'l  Kendal  huskily,  “he  will  ho 
very  lon^lt  but— ono  must  J  arn  to  bear  it.  ” 
®  at(him  with  quick,  startled  sym- 
.11  her  womanly  nature  seemed 
r  upturned  face  and  yearning 
as  though  her  attention  had 
ly  recalled  to  him;  ns  though  his 
»ss  nnd  sorrow  were  brusquely 
ue  to  her.  And  thou  sho  was 
ie.  strangeness  and  unexpected- 
a  meeting  between  them.  He 
had  been  to  her  a  judge,  aii  authority,  an 
emlodted  Itandard.  His  high  miudedness 
liad  won  her  confidence;  his  affection  for  his 
sister  had  louebed  and  charmed  her.  But 
6ho  had  no  »r  been  conscious  of  any  intimacy 
with  him.  Bull  less  Lad  sho  ever  dreamed  of 
sharing  a  immcn  grief  with  him,  of  weep¬ 
ing  ut  his  do.  Aud  tho  qontrast  between 
he*-  >’c!  ie, 


As  he  knelt  beside  her. 
his  cheek,  and  a  tear  dropiie<li>n  to  liis  hands, 
which  her  own  were  blindly  and  timidly 
seeking. 

“Oh!”  she  whispered,  or  rather  sobbed,  "I 
never  dreamed  of  it.  I  never  thought  of  any¬ 
thing  like  this.  But— do  not  leave  me  again. 
I  could  not  liear  it." 

Kendal  bowed  his  head  upon  tho  hands 
nestling  iu  his,  and  it  seemed  to  l:im  ns  if  life 
aud  ti cio  were  suspended,  ns  if  bo  and  sho 
were  standing  within  tho  “wind  warm  space” 
of  love,  while  ueath  cud  sorrow  and  parting 
—three  grave  and  tender  angels  of  benedic¬ 
tion— kept  watch  and  ward  without. 

TOE  EXD. _ 


Bedroom  Suita,  tmulilc  top, 
jBetlroom  Suits,  marble  top, 
100  Ash  Aiithjc  Oak  and  Cherry  Bedro 
price  $3(>. 


titular  pric< 
iwular  price 
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CAREETS. 


25  jH  K  Body  BrtiKMcl  Carpel,  regular  pri 
25  pen  Tajieatry  Brussel  (’nr|H*t,  rejf  |»ri< 
25  jk-s  All  Wool  Ingrain  C’arjH*t.  re^priJ 


HOUSEHOLD*1  PURNITU 


$1  |  ht  yd,  red  III 
75c  |h  r  yd.  redn 
75c  per  yd.  redu 


25  Bib  Lounges,  covered  with  carjH-t,  i<£ 
B«*st  iu  the  market,  regular  |*nc| 

Good  Mix«-d  Mattress,  regular  price  $1, 
Hall  stands  iu  Cherry,  Walnut  and  Antij 
lvotilai  price  $10, 


$1'». 
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Reduction  of  20  Per  Centin  Every  Department. 

Credit  Given  if  Desiifed  at  these  Prices. 
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POWDER 

Absolutely  Pure. 

r  varle*.  A  marvel  of  purltr. 


Goods  Delivered  Free  of  Charg^o  Any  Fart  of  tbe  Stdlf 

ilmos  H.  Van  Horn, 

■1ST  ^  i  :  i  :  i  . 

r  Plane  St-, 


MY  If  Is 


Near 


NEWARK,  N.  J. 


‘Elvira’  as  usual  last  night,  and  rtis  j.  ee  .wl 
by  a  large  and  sympathetic  house  ’  h  •  —.id  >•* 
it  and  turned  the  page  hastily,  as  i :'  '  .-■.*  „Le  *•  ■  rt 

paragraph  suggested  was  wholly  * .st:ist c ful  i-'-h-O'- 
to  him.  He  refused  altogether  to  th5i  .  cf  :  *•  : 

her  as  weak  or  suffering;  he  shrank  '  a.  u>s  :  TL .  ! 

own  past  misgivings,  his  own  .  r  ;-u-  c;-.s  comm  .n 
about  her.  Tho  world  would  bo  a  n»<. .  o  u  k  ’  .  are  , ; ; 
prison  hi  use  if  her  bright  beauty  were  own  hr 

clouded!  Sho  was  not  made  for  death,  ud  ■ 

she  should  stand  to  him  os  tho  iota  *  ....  roviu-.-; 

that  escapes  and  resists  and  defies  th.it  yrant  w!. 
of  our  years,  and  pain,  his  instrti;.n  .*  r_  i  tar  }o  i 
herald.  fears  dr 

He  reached  London  in  the mids  o' a  :  ;n:v  !  v 
fog.  The  endless  block  streets  s’  et  hc  l  bo  '  i 
fore  him  in  the  dreary  Dcoemb  mo:  .irg  |  fiblc  ! 
like  so  many  roads  into  tho  nether  r?  ;  ■  .j.  i  .L.s  /.\ 

the  gas  lamps  scattered  an  unseas  o:.i  |  in.  •  .m 

through  tho  rain  aad  fog.  It  was  tkr  i>  i.  “Sa>  1 
essence  of  murky,  cheerless  winter  “s 

He  reached  his  own  rooms,  anil  foun  1  ais  i  .  •  ’ 
man  up  and  waiting  for  him,  and  a  mred  j  i  .r  * 
ready.  It  was  but  three  days  tincc  !  jl  ad  i 

been  last  there;  tbe  open  telegram  vh  red  |  .re 
lying  on  the  table.  One  of  his  first  c  -  »  ;»  .  a:.  I  * '  s 
to  put  it  hastily  out  of  sight.  Over  !  T-av.%-  !  '  •  ■  I 

fast  he  planned  his  embassy  to  Miss  Cr<  •  ,  f 

ton.  The  best  time  to  find  be” 
imagined,  would  be  about  midday,  a  id  ia  ■  , 

the  interval  he  would  put  his  books  a:.  :  par  «  atore. 

persto  rights.  They  iay  scattered  -  reti-v. 

books,  proofs  and  manuscript  .As  L:..  -  i-  I  a  il. 
derly  bands  went  to  work  upon  them,  he  was 
conscious  that  he  had  never  been  fu  n-i 
from  all  that  they  represented.  But 
ture  was  faithful  and  tenacious, 
the  outward  sense  of  detochmeut 
an  inward  promise  of  return.  “I  s'  il  corn- 
back  to  you,”  seemed  to  be  tho 
thought  “You  shall  be  my  o: 

But  first  I  must  see  her,  and  all  nr 
hersl” 

The  morning  dragged  away,  and  at  half 
past  11  he  went  out,  carrying  the  iittio  core 
with  him.  As  he  stood  outside  the  Lays 
water  house,  in  which  he  had  settl  -  .  r  t're 
winter,  be  realized  that  he  had  nevre  yet  K  a 
under  her  roof,  never  yet  seen  her  j  Lon  . 

It  was  his  own  fault  She  had  ask  \i  him  in 
her  gracjotis  way,  on  the  first  nigh”  of  “U- 
▼ira,"  tcicome  and  see  her.  But  instead  <!»' 
doing  so  he  had  buried  himself  in  his  Surrey  1  cn,t 
lodging,  striving  to  bring  the  sober  at  d  an*  ,  rovn 
tere  influences  of  the  country  to  t«..-  re.  u  ihpv.:i 
the  feverish  indecision  of  his  mo,-i.  i'er-  •  .  -  ■ 
haps  his  disappearance  and  tilei  Lai  '  . , 

wounded  her;  after  all,  he  knew  tba-  Leha,.  bo-y 
tome  place  iu  her  thoughts.  K-uda 

The  servant  who  opened  tho  door  den  urred 
to  his  request  to  see  Miss  Brethcrto 
doctor  says,  sir,  that  at  borne  she  n.  ;  L-*--; 
quiet;  she  has  not  seen  any  vi&' 
lately.”  But  Kendal  persisted,  and  :..sc  r.  « 
was  taken  in,  while  be  waited  the  re-  T  •: 
servant  hurried  along  the  grouud 

sage,  knocked  at  tho  door  at  the  fur*.  et  i,  .  , 

went  in  for  a  moment,  and  came  out  uerkon  |  ,  r 

Ing  to  him.  He  obeyed  with  a  beat;  g  t^ar: 
and  she  threw  open  tbe  door  for  him.  (  mg  af- 

Inside  stood  Isabel  Bretherton,  w.th  eager  I  p.  ; 
surprise  and  pleasure  in  her  whole  a  ituda. 

Sbe  bad  just  risen  from  her  chair,  a  .  wa.  y  a 
coming  forward;  a  soft  white  ca*>Lmcri  1  r  :  . 
shawl  bung  around  her;  her  dress,  • ;  m-e... 

dark,  rich  staff,  fell  with  the  flowing  s'airiy  ta,*:  i 
lines  peculiar  to  it;  her  face  was  slightly  rati:-  . 
flushed,  and  tbe  ItnlLsacy  of  her  <  '  r. 
her  hair,  of  her  white,  outstretch  .  ’land  c.  _ 
seemed  to  Kendal  to  take  all  tbe  <*  .  ..  an  13  *■'  -  .‘  • 

gloom  oat  of  the  winter  air.  She  L<*.U  ion  a  t  .  •  . 

proof  sheets  of  a  new  play  in  her  b-  -1,  an  . 
the  rest  lay  piled  hesiOe  her  on  a  lilt  -  .sl*k  J0*1- 
“ How  kind  of  }rja,  Mr.  Keodal,”  »  •  ‘t.i 
advancing  with  her  quick,  impel-.  *  %te:  wa., 
towards  him.  *‘I  thought  you  had 
us,  and  I  have  beau  wanting  jour  **-  »*■< 

badly!  I  have  jo»4  breo  complain i*  ;  •  /  >.  aud  t -x: 
a  little  in  a  letter  to  Mmo.  de  Chate:  re  <  ax  »*p*. 


*med  itself  siiico  be  had  entered 
mto  something  close  nnd  persona].  , 
vortis  had  cajied  up  m  her  a  sharp  j 
n  0f  tho  maw’s  imuost  nature  as  it 
ith  tho  polished  scholarly  surface. 

1  appealed  to  her  oa  tho  simplest, 
>6 human  grouud;  sho  felt  them  un- 
as  a  coll  from  uim  to  her,  and  her 
t  fceraowed. 

-cJjand  went  near  to  him,  bending 
un  like  a  spirit  of  healing,  her 
her  eyes.  “Oh,  I  am  so  sorry 
exclaimed,  and  again  tho  quick 
d.  “1  know  it  is  no  common 
You  wera  so  much  more  to  each  I 
rotlicr  and  sister  often  aro.  It  is 
-ir^ou.” 

was  stirred  by  her  pity,  by 
ansiveness  of  her  sympathy, 
in!”  he  murmured,  us  thdreyes 
It  again!  It  is: so  sweet— from 

"■»  a  long  pause:  sho  stood  as  if 
1,  fcer  hands  falling  slowly  Lore  do 

*o  wavered  till  the  eyelids  fell 
ibsolutely  motionless,  the  tears  j 
on.  Tho  strajigo  intoxicating  j 
set  in  motion  by  sorrow  and  i 
unsuspected  influence  of  Lis  j 
coping  them  out  into  deep  i 
Sd  could  hardly  breathe,  but  cs  ho 
hof  ail  tho  manhood  in  Lua 
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mill!  o  le  <•?  low  test. 
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Montclair  Boys’  Scbool.  pjAlTOS !  i  i  PIANOS! 
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MoYICAR  i  DOW.  l’roprletors. 

k  Day  and  Boarding  School  for  Boys. 

FALL  TERM  OPENS  SEPTEMBER  18. 

A  Full  Course  of  Study,  beginning  with  ' 
the  Primary  Department  and  preparing 
for  College  or  Business.  Special  arrange¬ 
ments  have  been  mad  •  for  the  convey¬ 
ance  of  pupils  from  the  Station  to  the 
Scbool.  Early  application  for  Admission  i 
Is  advisable.  For  Catalogue  and  ii^orina- 
tiou  aedress  or  call  on 

J.G.  McVICAR, 

Principal. 

.Residence  Union  St.,  near  Fullerton  A* 


S.  D. 


CO. 


ttMp  midst  of  grief  .put  forward 
cl#nu  to  the  beloved  ami  beauti 
bo  repute  .  v  »  iv  ©Are  hi 

But  h  i  »  «<*i  Y||b  coli 

nud  C.  dcT  . . .  -o^re  he 

i  tl .  re  was  1  while.  bSrilder 
1  e  ii  come  i  h.':u. 

J  cry  of  1  ;  *  V  .  i«'  • 

>l,  friends,  "out  g.v  ate 
m-  heart  .  ymrlcv-.-”B 


aud  beautiful 
him.  Ho  came  forward  a 
Id,  unresisting  hands,  end 
her  pressed  them  t;>  Lis  lips, 
•lldered  eyes  looked  dow  n  upon 

is  heavenlv,”  he  said,  l.r  kcnly, 
more,  give  me  more-!  1  want 


B  little  start  and  cry,  and,  draw- 
'o  r-  ••  ’-•*■  Lands  from  him.  Kink  back  on 

.  r  .  haw  lllc  r  thoughts  went  flyu.^  Lack  to 
so  ’  *»-t— rjgLe  stretches  of  Surrey  common, 
j  tue  .N  4a m  w  oo(isf  and  all  sh'*  ha-1  i  ver 
-  n  r  i  i ■lied  of  his  feehugs  toward  Ler. 
ie  i*ad  ir,  never  saspected  him  of  loving 
or  hB  sent  hint  her  friendly  messages 
^  n,  v  e  l‘;!  s‘ft-plest  g<xxl  fiith ;  6iie 
sd  j.  r  •  Lis  sister's  praise  -  of  him  witb- 
T  s  consciousness.  His  np- 
■<W  I  day  in  “EiV.ra”had  civen  Lcr 
”  pleasure  that  a  master's  good 
a  Papil— and  all  tL-o  i.njc  Le 

f  r— laved  her!  How  t,iraag«; 

owed,  bent  over  her.  listened, 
xme.  Sbe  was,  inJc*e.J.  to-?  be¬ 
at  overwhelmed  to  speak.  Tbe 
■r  and  certainty  began  to  assert 
at  the  overmastering  impulse 
In  him  on. 

fcitled  yon— shocked  yea,”  be 
K ot  not  to  have  spoken — and  a; 

•  n'3S  your  pity  overc-am,-  too 
art  womanly  kindness.  I  have 
Ift.nfc,  ever  s.nce  that  first  cvcn- 
“Wt:te  Lady.’  At  .least,  w  ten 
►on  my  feeling.  I  see  that  it  was 
beginning.  After  tnat  day  at 
love;  but  1  would 
:bt  against  it.  It 
tuatyou  ai>uij  never  forget 
a  harsh;  that  1  La.1  behaved 
enemy  than  a  friend.  But  you 

m  -Lowed  iuc  how  ooLle  a  wo 
aad  every  day  after  a  c  [uru-J 
yoa  mark  1  tnoa^Lt  n!  joa 
when  I  was  buried  in  tho 
ere  full  of 
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*****  n»«*-t  {Kipuiar  Plano  mad*.  MuaL'Uu*  likY.  like  II.  lit*-  11 '  d  l  l  * 
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The  Bast 


Then  sho  suddenly  stopped,  chr  .  ■ !  ar. 
startled  ►y  his  face.  Ba  waa  aiwa*  -  ro.-jr 
lea  and  tkm,  bat  the  two  night*  hr  -*d  ja> 
pawed  through  had  given  "6101  an  erpr—  ic. 
of  haggard  exnansucxL  His  buit  ey-_ 
seetoei  to  hare  lost  the  keenness  ac:  h 
•o  remarkable  in  them,  and  his  pramainre  j 
gray  hair  gave  him  almost  a  look  of  aga  ia 
spite  of  the  Lghtaeas  ami  pliancy  of  the  fi. 
ora 

He  came  forward  and  took  her  hand  oan 
oosly  aad  ctaoely  in  hw  own. 

**I  have  come  to  bring  yoo  sad  news.*  te 
■aid.  gently,  and  seeking  anxtoaslv  word  by 
word  bow  be  might  *  ~ 
could  not  be  softened. 


■Urn  - 


time  wh.le  I 

>u»  us  yoa 

»i:er  at  i;«ucr,  1  was  reajy 
•r.re-  was  00  more  hope  f  ir  me. 

•  rrocl  force  was  carer »ng  y«o 

♦  Tnen  came  Elrii4  -aad  1 
f  yoa  07.  forever  ” 

pod  from  Lor  face,  and  her 
***  fixed  upon  uimw.th 
he  rometnijtred  loeg  cgn 
as*i:<d  b.m  far  tbo  “tram* 
aa  1  Lor  pne.Lon  Bn:  there 
11  aow;  txitbing  but 
«d  questioning, 
e  word  wa*  jasi  breathed 

- 

-  ^wrted.  twxaowed  op  Ly  the 

before  yoo,  becauae  my 
Dr 'Ip  wad  doll  hmeday^pn 


esrey 

SAVE  MONEY  ™ 

~  t-T  pcrtL^.1  ,  tt-r  .  cu  1  .  ,  r  ... 


■s  :r>  p 
id  S  A  * 

**Wfc;.-r 


Cwry  Kaao  Tae  ;-lal  revtAtn*  , 
la  bar  nuu.es  then.  su(v- 

adMre,  be.t  t*»-tes  this  Dec  Art  r 
■ear  eemr  tits  «*^t  arv  not 
wakes.  The  Ktaesw  h-^iaess  1 
Acme  tn  t Sew  ;wva  all  over  lie  1 
tbe  sarpr.  Mmt  -ocreae*  w  tb»  dr-aaa. 
prowrs  taas  there  a  aonethiac  *» 
soa*»  tnat  a  swtky  at  icrvrattAan 


WASHER 

Wsein  raaraatee  tV^LOTgfX”  WABPW  •  ** 
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